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Malmo; her mother was Danish). The rockets
spluttered shrilly above us and the Catherine
wheels burnt themselves frenziedly to extinction.
The moon's disc seemed pleasantly artificial against
a foreground of illuminated willows. In this fairy-
land I sat enraptured listening to Sigrid's soft
voice. I remember little things : how she warned
me to be careful when crossing the streets, as there
were nearly half a million cyclists in the city, and
I remember that I bought her a copy of The Forsyte
Saga from a bookstall.
At midnight she borrowed a friend's ear and we
drove out along the Strandrejen-Elsinore Road,
passing little moonlit fishing villages girdled by
clusters of light green beeches. Vistas of the sea
loomed up continually between the tree stems and
Sigrid would clasp my wrist to point out the long
tongues of white foam breaking on the strand.
I felt very happy there.
*                 *                 *
A WEEK later Sigrid's Danish mother sent me an
invitation to stay at the castle near Malmo. I
caught the Stockholm 'plane and made the short
journey over the Sound through a cloudless sky.
Sigrid met me at the Malmo airfield. I liked the
Swedes immediately. There were so many people
in the streets with whom one felt it would be a
pleasure to fraternise. To a certain extent I could
understand Sigrid's antipathy to the English
phlegm.
The road to the castle wound through idyllic
parklands where the deer stood browsing in the